6              THE  TIME   OF  MY  LIFE
The friendly liuie man following the torchlight procession was
known as Shorn McGurk. He had sharp, twinkling blue eyes, a
disarming smile and the richest, most seductive brogue I have ever
heard, which, 1 learned later, carried a touchy load of dynamite.
As I trudged beside him down die Bowery, numerous tough-
looking men carrying sticks and stones dropped in behind us, heck-
ling the paraders until, when we neared Chatham Square, a riot
started. It was a grand fight, the first I had seen, and my admira-
tion for Shorty grew immeasurably as I watched him and his gang
breaking up the parade.
Continuing on down the street, we reached McGurk's saloon;
the crowds swarmed inside; Shorty gave me a nickel and told me
to be on my way. But I was not to be dismissed so lightly. The
night was warm, I was very tired. Determined not to lose my new
friend, I sat in a doorway across the street and was soon fast asleep.
The next day dragged through eternity. Somehow I found, or
was found by, Shorty, who, it must be admitted, showed no signs
of extreme pleasure. He was uncertain where I had joined the
parade and I was unable or unwilling to enlighten him. As I spoke
Spanish, French, and a little English of a kind not in use by him,
and as his brogue was not very intelligible to me, our progress to-
ward an understanding was slow. But when he finally made out
that my parents were dead, that I had no relatives in New York,
and that no one really wanted me, he marched ine upstairs to
Mrs. Quinn, his housekeeper.
"Here now/* he barked, as though he suspected she might be
at the bottom of it. "Look at this poor little Ginnie wit narry a
cap nor coat to his name! An starvin' at that! Give him a bite to
cat till I larn where he belongs." So far as I know this was the
extent of his efforts to locate Tony.
MR. Qpinn was a large, dreamy-eyed and straggled woman
well beyond middle age, who came of a morning and stayed until
after supper, which was a most unpredictable hour. As 1 recall
it she spent much of the time sitting at a window, sipping beer
from a tin pail and smoking a small stone pipe. Throughout the
day thare was always something simmering on the stove, and the
table was always set and ready for Shorty*
Seemingly, it was taken for granted that I was to be a permanent
fixture in his establishment. I helped keep the place in order, or
at least habitable, rushed the growler for Mrs. Quinn, ran errands
for Shorty, polished Ms shoes and made mysdf generally useful.